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That hath such counsellors to comfort it

Need fear no shame nor stain of such reproach

As makes it shrink when with her lords7 good will,

Advised of all tongues near her and approved,

A queen may wed the worthiest born of men

Her subjects, and a warrior take to wife

One that being widowed of his hand and help

Were such a thing as I am.    From my lord

I held my kingdom; now my hand lacks his,

What queen am I, and what slaves ye, that throng

And threat my life with vassals, to make vile

Its majesty foregone with abject fear

Of my most abject ? yet though I lack might

Save of a woman friendless and in bonds,

My name and place yet lack not, nor the state

And holy magic that God clothes withal

The naked word of king or queen, and keeps

In his own shadow, hallowed in his hand,

Such heads unarmed as mine, that men may smite

But no man can dishallow.    In this faith,

Not to your faith I yield myself for fear,

But gladly to that God's who made of me

What ye nor no man mightier shall unmake,

Your queen and mistress.  Lead me through my streets

Whose stones are tongues now crying for my blood

To my dead fathers' palace, that hath oped

On many kings and traitors; it may be

I shall not see these walls and gates again

That cast me out; but if alive or dead

I come back ever to require my part